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one of the moonbeams " marbling " the wet sea-sands, as the wave recoiled, which last always reminded me of Lander's lines,
"And the long moonbeam on the hard wet sands Lay like a jasper column half uprear'd."
Tennyson was engaged on his new poem " Maud." Its origin and composition were, as he described them, singular. He had accidentally lighted upon a poem of his own which begins, " O that 'twere possible," and which had long before been published in a selected volume got up by Lord Northampton for the aid of a sick clergyman. It had struck him, in consequence, I think, of a suggestion made by Sir John Simeon, that, to render the poem fully intelligible, a preceding one was necessary. He wrote it; the second poem too required a predecessor; and thus the whole work was written, as it were, backwards. The readers of "Maud" seldom observe that in the love-complexities of that poem the birds take a vehement part. The " birds in the high Hall-garden" are worldly birds, factious for the young Lord and the millionaire Brother:
Where is Maud, Maud, Maud, One is come to woo her ?
The "birds in our wood" are as ardent partizans of the lovers. I remarked to the Poet on this circumstance; but his answer was as vague as the "mowt a bean " of the " Northern Farmer."
This summer my father wrote of Freshwater to a friend: " Ours is by far in my opinion the most noteworthy part of the island, with an air on the Downs ' worth/ as somebody said, ' sixpence a pint.' "
Through the autumn and winter evenings he translated aloud to my mother the sixth &neid of Virgil and Homer's description of Hades, and they read Dante's Inferno together. Whewell's Plurality of Worlds he also carefully studied. " It is to me anything," he writes, " but a satisfactory book. It is inconceivable that the whole Universe was merely created for us who live in this third-rate planet of a third-rate sun."
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